T be Hiftorie of 

Hee made abluflhing citallof liimfclfe,-. 

And chid his trewant youth with fiicha grace. 

As il hc maftred ihcrc a doubl* fpirit 
Qfteaching,and orlearning infiaritly: 

There did hepaufej butletmetellthe world; 
Ifheout-liuethccnuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe lo fweetca hope,' 

So much mifconftrued in his wantonnefte» 

Hot. Coofcn,l thinke thou art enamorcd*; 

On his foliies: neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at hbcrtie: 

Butbe heas hewill,yetonceercnight, 

I witl imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

T hat he fhail fhrinke vnder roy curtefie. 

Arme,arnie with fpecd.and fcllow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Bettcr confidcr wftatyou hauctodoc, 

Tharl that haue not wellthc gift of tongue, 

Can liftyour blood vp with perfwafion, EnteraMefengcx.- 
Meff. My Lord,hcre are Letters for you. 

Hot. Icannotreadthenvnow. 

G,G<\)tlcmen,the tiineoflife is lhort 5 
Xo fpcnd that fhortnefte bafely, were too longs, 
lf liiedid ride vpon aDialspoyjat, 

Still cndingat thc arriuallofan houre, 

And ifweliuc, vveline to treed onKinges, 

1f die,braue death, when Princes die with vs. 

Now for our Confcienccs,the Armes is faire, 

YVhenjthcintent for bearing them is iuft. Entcr ariothir* 

Meff.- My Lord, prepare, thc icfo^comcs oa apacc. 

Elot. I thankchim.that he cutsraefrom my tale : 

For I profeflenot talking.onely this, 

Let each tnan doe his beft i and hcredraw I a Sword, 

Whofe temper I intcnd to ftaine 

With thebeft blood that I can meetwithal!. 

In theaduenturc of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Percy y and fet on, 

Sousd all the loftieitiftruments of \Varrc, 

And by that mulickc,lct ys all imbrace, , 
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Ihnrie the fourtb. 

For heauen to earth/ome of vs ncuerfhall, 

A fecond tirnc do fuch a curtefie. 

Hers t h ej cmbracc,the Trumpets foundphe King enter-s with his 
power, alarme. to the Battell-.thenenterDowgDs, and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

'Blunt. What is thy namc,that inBattcll thiis thou crofleft mc? 
What hon our doft thou feekc vponmy head? 

Dow. Know then,my narae nDowglaa, \ 

And I doe haunttheein thc Battell thus, 

Becaufe fomc tell me, that thou art a Kmg. 

'Blunt. They tell thee truc. 

Dewg. The Lord of Stafflorddxarc to day hath bought... 

Thy likenetTe.for in ftead of thce.King Harrj , 

This Sword hath ended him.fo fliail itthee, 

Velelfe thou yceld thec as a Prifoner. 

'Blunt. Iwas not bornetoyecld,thou proud Sot, 

And thou fhalt find alCing that will reuenge 
Lord Stajfords death. 

They figt, D owg/as kils Blunt\ then enters Hot fp ur. 

Hot. O D owglaSj had ft.thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

Dowg, Als donc,als won,here breathles lyes thc K ing. 

Hot. Whcre? Dowg. Hcere. 

Hot. This powglas ? no,I know this facefull well, 
AgallantKnight he vvas,his name was Blunt^ 

Semblablv furnilht like the Kmg himfelfe. 

T)owg. Ah foole,gos wkh thy foule whitherit goes, 

A borro wed titlehaft thou bought too dearc, 

Why didft thou tell me,that thou wert a Kingi’ 

Hot. TheKinghath many marchinginhisGoates. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword,I willkillall his Coatcs, 
Ilctnurder all his Wardropepicceby piece, 
VntilllmeetethcKing. Hot. Vp andayvay-. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day, 

Alarme, enter Fdjidjfefo/xs. 

Ealf. Though I could fcape Ihot-free at-Lond<m,l fearc the 
fhotitere.here’*no feoringbut vponthe pate. S©ft,;w.ho are 
yov? Sir Walter BluntfkziEs hpnour for you, here 5 s no Vänitic, 



































































